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(MarrS Life the
! ThirdY ear

I

don; They Have Sup-J- !
fl a Fashionablepgr

3j2 .

?g WABEL HERBERT URNER.
tABREN" leaned out the cab

window and gazed down the
bk

! V V blockaded street.
4 I" "Jove, looks liko every

London iS :'ammed in aroundijj tin D

!H lBut we'll soon get through,
Ijjj ;rtB'twcf" asked Helen anxious- -

sin "Don't know about that. A mix- -

iv
9 jn these narrow London streets

& b no Jbkc."
SM Here their cab moved up a few

fWt. Helen loaned forward hope- -

ssjfj jjjiy. But the driver was only

ft ptt'uie clOEer into lino with those

M k I tyqf
Tve etav hero much longer

C Lave to cut out that supper "
I 51a inB at his watch by the light
- Km street. "Every tiling clos--

Ko at 12:30. It's 10:5(T now.
; 1 1 i. a long show.
wfr' "Twelve thirty? Why, surely
Mi theater supper places don't

M 24e that early? '
534k r il said everything, didn't I?

hero is to close at 12:30
enforced, too. hoI Urp and it's

I hnitUK around it as they do m
to t W York. At 12:30 the place has

"M I to be dark and everybody out.''
ii Here the cab moved up another

'
; f.r feet. Helen looked out anx

talk. She bad so often heard of
tew "Rpper at the Savoy" that it

"tobH be a real disapointment not
Mi I to to. li only they hadn't left it
a '.' for tie last night!
'im But 3t length the policemen

the mazo of cabs and tax-J3r- 'l

a and thev. wore allowed to make
M ttar way tUrouRh.
rw Ween thev reached the Savoy,
j,M 'Warren hurried her in and point-la-

.' riont the ladies' cloak room down
He great arched corridor.

TiS Attte Savoy.

"Now you'll have to hustle. Til
rtftk rr.v coat and meet you here

,? Helen was surprised at the lux-M-

; jrioas appointments of t.ho dress-- j

1,1 iiz room." There were at least a
Jwen tatinwood toilet tables, ar- -

' riTfl with their silver brushes,
41 ' Birder boxes and hand-mirror-

fi The maids were busy checking
.. - irjninz wraps and adjusting gowns
M tiit had boen disarranged in the

n! (Inter or the cab. The air was
3raJ I'nifliug with powder and perfume.

W : Helen checked her wrap and hur-?k,- S

'Hii out to the lobby, whero War-M- 1

ta was waiting impatiently.
! "Going to have a devil of a

lint zettiug a table here." ho
J ' (rambled as they entered the

tow KiUurant.
os tri l),ace "svas evcrr

K j .table "seemed filled. Helen's first
tJ jopttssion was of the brilliancy of
sl " :rte tccne. Everywhere were
i EJJ. fd'nmerioK jewels and bare white
IU! .ritiis and shoulderF.

One. of the head waiters led them
'Ij M r'liiongh the main room to a small
ih 'Uile back in an alcove.
? "1" "Can't tou do better than

asked Warren,
fraid not, sir. Tou see,
thing is taken except those
back of the posts."

his is not fo bad," ventured
"We enn see ven well

11

here,"
right, then, Suppose there's
putting up a kick in a

like this. Haven 't more than
minutes, auvway."

r, have you noticed that not
le woman iB wearing a hat?"
ered Helen. ' Don't they

You couldn 't get in any
supper place here with a

It's only in New York they
the women to spoil a scope

his with their immense

the waiter placed before
some kind of jollied broth in

:bm cnp$.

tol's
Clamor.

this?" Warren tookI'e Euver-boun- supper card,
was printed in French, and

11 d,0Wn 5n disgust, now-tn- e

card was unnecessary, for"r qutcklv brought on one
alter another. Tl; was the

aiter-thoat- supper, and
saa evidently no choice of

Vvo got this thin? down
I .fine," explained Warren,

got. to rrct you fed and:u oat by 12:30 o'clock, so
not giving yon a chance to
ftow, what in thunder's
MKing tlisdainfully at a

pnper case containing
20,8P?nful "I'd like

hent they're going to
e'Wlhin?. o eat- - So

haJd, nothing but thoso'ttle dabs. I'd like some
Plainly the idea

nourishment,
of this sup-raL- r

if I GDttainment in tlio
8amPles of hichly

and unknown concoc- -

WWm it uf"1" barren, as ho
h 12S'fcv,norBcl of "linnry

... jMk, T2 J-- be(i? T)kced before!? filfiA glVe ,tho whol .supperilMrtS,, oecf sandwich.
ch?rco e"oKh for it,

Wa f1 tl0 SQPPer cardf'(5' ehillings," waairn9p9 ,athe, Dottom. "Eight

...fcl11 IS high dear. Eyorv.
IWHm V6r 'i01-- to'vo foundRI,rqtnt and so cbeap,

'Sim iiL0? iB supposedVjmi AmJffcf theater and
MM? See look themto

tbS ?ia over there?A''i .$ er lorgnette?"
f i!f,fi ?6e ?es? 1 look like anVM. teJd Helen.

iothere "ot- - Guess they size
MViQq ' t00'"

WAwft JnBli8h women DO
' 'cocainR gowns.

f 'WeyS That's only
JKLl'ko Vv?r aently. They

Rt & 5tieet eth08 are
nn iil,lorR' ,ani

1 M

can trail around in a long-taile- d

gown all right.""
"And they dress their hair so

gracefully: I love the way they
coil it low on the neck. They don't
wear a lot of bands and aigrettos
as wo do."

"They've sense cnopgh to know
it's not becoming. Who wants to
see a woman's hair bristling with
a loL of gew-gaws- ? Makes 'em
look like Fiji Ielandors."

"Oh. look how low that woman's
dress is the one over there in
pale blue. Why, Warren, they do
wear their gowns cut very lowl "

"Well, Ilold you English women
have good necks and shoulders,
and they want to show 'em. Now,
what sort of a lozenge is this?" as
the waiter placed before them still
another mouthful of French cui-
sine. "Looks lonesome ou that
plate."

But Helen was so absorbed in
the scene about them that she
hardly noticed the suppor.

"Quarter after twelve," an-
nounced Warren glancing at his
watch. "They'll have to get a
move on 'cm now mighty soon."

"Dear, you don't moan they can
clear this great place in a quarter
of an hour?"

"Just wait and see."
Helen looked around in wonder-

ment. Every one was laugEing and
talking as leisurely as though time
was not a factor. It seemed in-

credible that in a few moments
they must all be out.

INow the waiter brought the cof-
fee and the bill. And Helen noticed,
that waiters all over the room were
presenting their checks. The next
intimation was a sudden turning off
of some of tho lights.

Wraps and Scraps.
The room was perceptibly dark-

ened. A number of partios rose re-

luctantly from their tableE.
More lights went out. Only those

under tho frescoed edge of tho ceil-

ing were left. Everv one was on
his feet and now all began xnernae
in a mass toward the doors. When,
a moment later, the last of the
lights flashed out, the place was
almost cleared.

Tho lobbies and dressing rooms
wero hopelessly crowded. Helen
thought she would never get her
wrap.

"Oh, I beg your pardon,'' as; a
Btout lady in black chiffon and s

stepped squarely on her too..
"YeB, I hope to see you at bady
Ashton's gardon party on Thur-

sday."
But this last Temark was not ad-

dressed to Helen, but to a tall
woman in white satin and silver
fringe who was crowded against
her, Helen caught many interest-i- n

conversation while shos bits of
Finally she got her wrap

and pushed her way out to Wai-r- en

,
rm T,Vfl icnn ttnotllOr JOUR

taxi. They stood out-rid- e

wait for a
while one cab after another

was filled and driven away. The
Bilk hats and capo coats oC

the men and the long white wraps
satin slippers and oyorod beads

ofof the women
the illustrations of an ultra-societ- y

novel.
"Dear, that was really a very

brilliant crowd," she mused, as at
last they drove off.

"Huh!" as Warren settled him-

self, back in tho cab "Must be
crowd y na pretty hungry to eatdidn't" morethev gat any

than did. If everything waBn't
hut ?p I'd stop in a. good lunch

room and got a glass of milk.

1 THE CHARMS OF HANKY Wlrinkley jF;

'

SOME Or THE BEAUTIES. MONTGOMERY AND MO QBE. MORE BEAUTIES. )

What They Don't Say.

ThU 'weather Is better tbn last

yeTheB not tho bpBt scats I could
l I hJan attack of stinginess when

! kv? you go. Mr. Bore-Sun- 5.

Come and sea ua m wldom as you
cert." Uta

Don't be content with indifferent,
careless servico, when theio who are

can bo reached by bidding
EX" through The Tribune Wants.
Skilled specialists In business and the

those who can show by

their rTcordP and references that thoy
satisfactorily, are ready

and
can serve

willing
you

The Tribune Wants will
bring them to you. ,

MR. HOMEBUILDER
You want a direct route to the cus-

tomer, the man who rents, the man
who buys? Have you tested the Want
Ads? You know thoir effioioncy If,
you have; but if you havo neglected
them, there's every reason who you
should get busy at once. Tboueapds
read the Want Ada.

THE WANT AD CHANGES ARE !l
;

Choap, forceful, reliable Thousand! .'

read them every day.

My Mignontte Lady

By MARY CHAMPION.
though not for the firstTODAY by any means I was

made happy by receiving- from a girl
reader a box of flowers grown In her
own garden.

Robes, sweet peas, mignonette,
"snapdragons" and pansies they are,
making my room bright and sweet;
and a sense of the kind thought
which prompted the Bender will dwell
In my heart all day long.

I love them the more that they
have carried my thoughts back to an

garden long ago, where
all the flowera I have named grew in
wild profusion, filling tho air with
fragrance, mingling together wlth-- .
out plan or conaclous order.

Yet the touch of a loving hand was
everywhere apparent. No weeds
were allowed to choke the paths or
growing plants, no dead blossoms
dune to their stalks, pitifully pro-
claiming the brevity and frailty of
earth's beauty. No gaps were al-

lowed to Intervene In the Beason
succession of flowers.

The owner of the garden was a
beautiful elderly lads', with the fresh
face and n&at slim figure of a young
girl, though her' hair was almost
whlto under the wlde-brim'm- sun-h- at

which she habitually wore. .

I always called her my "mignonette
lady," and to my childish mlpd sh
seemed a real fairy godmother.

I never tired of visiting Br in the
quaint old cottage that wag her
home, whore every room seemed ex-

pressive of her dainty personality,
and the very cakes provided at tea
time seemed different from those one
ate at other people's houses more
delicately 'flavored and feather-ligh- t.

She alwaytj dressed in pale colors
lavender, silver gray, blue or hello-trop- e;

sometimes her gown was oi
flowered silk or mUslln fashioned m
an old world style that made her look
as though she had stepped straight
out of the frame of a picture.

Her home was a perfect haven of
peace and an airhosphero of peace
clung around her. She seemed to
have no worries, no grlafs, no feara
for tho future." I have never known
a woman so serene.

Even to my inexperienced eyes she
was a rare and wonderful creature,
and as I came to know her better
I learned that ehe had many friends
who used to go to her habitually
when In trouble, In her garden to And
healing and rest.

"No wonder Mies wears eo
wonderfully," said a harassed-look-In- g

woman tn my hearing one day.
"She has absolutely nothing to bother
hor. Money enough, and a comforta-
ble home, not a relation In the world
to cause her anxiety and make her
miserable. Any one could keep young
under those conditions. Now look at
mBut T, for one, did not wish to
look at her or hear her talo of dis-

tress Those words "Not a relation
In the world to make her miserable
had BUddcr.ly opened my eyes t.o

tho Htrangohess of a woman with a
husband and children to loyo (no
matter what her worries might bo)
envying a lonely, elderly, unmarried
woman without any ties to hold her

became very pitiful to my beau- - --

tlful "mignonette lady," and, In a
ohlldlfih way. tried to bo a sympa-
thetic companion to hor.

As time went on, and I grew older,
she came to look on me as almost a
daughter, and would lot me have
glimpses of the Innor self she kept so
secluded, and tell mo tales of her
youth. ,.

"My dear flowers, she said pno
day In a. moment of confidence- - 'Thoy
have been real friends to me they
helped mo through the greatest sor-

row of my Hfo. When all human love
seemed to fall mo hero were my flow-a-

In those days they seemed to
mo wreaths laid on the grave of my
happiness, but that was wrong. My
happiness grow afresh, with the young
buds, and Is blossoming with them
still, as you know."

1 ventured on a timid question, ana
llttlo by little, half by means of
spoken words, half by suggestion,
learned the one romance of her life.

She had been engaged In her youth
to an offlcor In the army, who still
lived In her fancy as a hero, hand-
some, gallant and nplondld.

He was two years absent In India:
then upon his return they were to be
married.

lie came home senmlngly as fond
and devoted ns ever; the wedding day
was flxed. her happiness beyond all
expression.

Soon, however, sho noticed a
change In him. He was abstracted
and brooding at times, and grow pale
and haggard and nervous in manner.

To her questions ho made the one
careless reply It was all her Imagi-
nationnothing was wrong.

Then ono night they wont to a ball
together, and she noticed a lovely but
fragile girl, who, nho Icavned. had

returned from India- on the same
vessel as her fiance.

8he was about to ask him some
question concerning her, whon tho
girl looked up In passing and met tho
man's eyes. A long eager look they
exchanged, while my "oilgnonctte
lady" l.ooked on; then the girl's eyeB
fell and she moved slowly, hesitat-
ingly away from him, with her flower
like face white as death.

The man stood rigid, staring after
her with his hands clenched and
teeth sot; then ho drew a sharp sigh,
and turned to hlr. promised wife.

"Are you tired, dear, or shall we
danoe again?" he said, In a lifeless
tone.

"Lot us danco together, once more
for the last time," said the

"mignonette lady."
So her ono romance ended, for she

gave him his freedom promptly and
uncomplainingly, turning a deaf ear
to his protests. ,

"I have all the more love to spare
for my flowers that's why they grow
so well," she told me with a Tittle

I wistful smile.

TK Battle of Lalcc Erie

By REV. T. B. GREGORY.
T T waa just nlnety-nln- o years ago,

- September 10, 1813, that Commo-
dore Perry looked out upon the wa-

ters of Lake IDrJe and saw the Brit-
ish fleet bearing down upon him as
he lay waiting for It In Put-in-Ba- y.

The American flotilla numbered nine
vessels carrying fifty-fo- ur guns, the
British Blx vessels with' sixty-thre- e
guns.

Perry began at once to heat out of
his rendezvous at y, and
hy 10 o'clock, when the vessels wore
within three or four miles of eacn
other, Perry hoisted to the masthead
of his flagship, the Ia.wrence, a flag
bearing the dying words of Captain
Lawrence, nSer whom the vessel
was nanied, "Don't give' up the
ship." It was the signal for the day,
and forthwith the battlo begap.

The flrBt shot' was fired from the
Detroit, the BrltlBh flagship, at th
Lawrence, which had forged ahead
of the rest of the American fleet.
Most of tho British craft then con-
centrated their Are on tho Lawrence,
with the evldeqt purpose of cutting
her off from the rest of the fleet.

For two hours the American flag-
ship was the aenter of a torrlhle fire,
but she fought on until she had not
a. gun in action. Twenty-tw- o of her
men wero killed, sixty-on- e wounded
and only fourteen unhurt.

Perry, however. Instead of surren-
dering, leaped Into a boat and bore
bis riddled flag to the Niagara, He
hud to pans within pistol shot of the
British, who turned their guns di-
rectly upon him, but he escaped with-
out Injun', and safely aboard the Ni-
agara renewed the conflict with un-
abated vim.

Tho splendid gunnery of the Ameri-
cans began to have a telling effectupon the enemy, and In the confusion
tho Detroit was fouled by ono of tho
other British vessels, and. scolng his
opportunity, Perry rounded to and
poured Into tho two distressed ves-
sels several terrific broadsides. Tn tho
meantime the breeze freshened, and,
taking advantage of It, the rnst of tho
American fleet nt once closed In.

Tho rest of the fU'ht occupied buta short tlmo. Tn less than twentv
mlnutcs after the united American
fleet had begun buolneps the Detroit
struck her colors, which action was
Eoon followed by the surrender of the
rest of the squadron, apd tho battle
of Lake Krle was over.

When Perry won his
victory he was only 27 yenrs old

and had novor xeon a naval battle,
while Captain Barclay, the British
commander, was ono of Nelson's vet-
erans, and had had a wide and varied
experience In oca figlitln.

Tho Niagara, the ship to whichPerry transferred his flag from the
battlo-rlddn- n Lawrence, and which
was so badly damaged In the historic
action that 8ho was left to sink, Is
about to be raised and reniilred. verv
much to the Joy of all patriotic Ameri-
cans.

It was from the deck of the Niagara
that Porry penciled upon the book of
an old letter tho Immortal message
to General Harrison; "We have met
tho enemy and they are ours two
ships, two brigs, one schooner and
ope sloop. Yours with great renpect
and cHteem. O. H. PE7RRY."

The Summer Storm

By WINIFRED BLACK,
little girl was desperatelyTHE

She started to run upstairs and the
first step she turned, stamped her
foolish llttlo foot as hard as she
could and shouted In a strange,
strained, harsh voice;

"Oh!" she said. "Oh, I wish the.,
lightning would strike the whole
world and kill It .all to pieces I
wish " but Just then some one In
authority arrived, and the little girl
ran upstairs and hid her head In the
bed clothes and would not even listen
to the rain tapping, tapping on the
window pane, and rushing, rushing,
down the steep sides of the high
shingled roof.

And yet It was worth listening to
that rain 11 says so many things.

"Hark!" It whispers. "Hark"
how the whole world Is stopping to
listen to tho rain song.

"Shsh" tired babies will fall
asleep, worn mothers will smile at
the sound of the song.

Flowers faded n the heat of the
too frlondly sun will revive, the
parching dust In the red road will
soften, the moss will begin to grow.
See how tho Ullles hold up their
thirsty cups.

Listen: the little stream silent to .
long begins to murmur, the tall trees
bow to the oncoming storm.

Hark there's the thunder; ah,
there comes the lightning It lqoks as
if a tall man walked and swung his
Inntem now here's his shadow be-
tween the light and the dark.

Now. It's a great pen writing In
fluid fire.

What Is It that It says to us, all
the wondrous writing there on the
wall of purple clouds?

Come, children, rup Into the house
the ran, the real rain has begun.
And the Uttln girl lies upstairs In

tho room under tho peaked roof cry-
ing. Oh. how bitterly she cries! "I
wish," she sobs, "T wish" poor, poor
little girl, the storm has begun, has-
n't It the storm of life, for you.

How do you lntepd to weather it,
I wonder with anger and tears, with
dreadful wishing of dire disaster to
all who oppose your vagrant fancies?
Poor little foolish girl, your eyes are
rpH. vnur mft hair tumbles about
your flushed face, the smllo that
makes you beautiful Is gone.

All the Joyous delight In mere liv-
ing for living's sake, whero Is that?
Gone, too. with tho happy smile.
Dear, dear, what a tragedy and all
because you could not go out In the
very face of tho coming storm and
play lady up and down the walk In
your mothers old lilac frock that you
have taken such freakish fancy for.

Well, well what a sorrow to be
sure you'll forget It tomorrow, little
girl. In an hour from now you won't
remember what It was all about the
wild storm In your llttlo rebel heart

I wish T could make you see what
a waste of time It is to cry like that.

Some day you'll know, poor child,
some day.

There's something grimly just In the
course of nature after all. I never
know a heart to fairly burst over
fancied sorrow that some real grief
did not come along to make pretense
over Into sober earnest. Don't cry
so hard, little girl; some day you'll
neod those tears.

Some one will forgot to ask you to
hor party.

The woman next door will have an
auto when you have to walk. Your
husband will forget to bring you a
knot of violets on your anniversary
day oh, terrible things arc waiting
for you down the road of life, llttlo
girl. Why don't you save all that
rush of tears for thorn?

What you lovo to cry It does you
good you feel better now that the
tears arc pono!

Yes. hut well, I declare, you look
better, too. Was It just a storm ns
natural ns lightning, as necessary a
thing as the rain, perhaps apd vol

I ought to scold you, little girl. I
ought to punloh you some way and
I will.

There, you shall have chocolate Ice
cream today not peach as you hoped

apd tho ribbon In your bonnle brown
hair shall bo blue not pink at all. So
shall I satisfy tho domapd for punish-
ment.

You are sorry, you savv-yo- ur arms
are around my neck. How soft they
are. tho little slender arms!

What a foolish llttlo faco It i that
leans against my tired forehead; how
fast the little heart beats that rests
no cloeo to mine. Oh. my darling, if
I could only hold you no whon the
real troubles come If I could only
"punish" you myself Instead of let-
ting life cruel, relentless life do It.

Look, the clouds are breaking In
the sky, tho sun "shines on a distant
valley on tho mountain side; how
green, how green It la!

The air Is fresh and sweet, all
nod Bayly In the light breeze

the storm left when It raged across
tho hills Into th next valley below.

The little stream how loud Is sings!
"I live." Is sing. "I live."

And you, llttlo glrl you are glad
the lightning did not atrlko the whole
world you ore sorry you wished thatyou well, I am sorry, too.

Some day, perhaps, you will wish
eo again, and I may not be there, to
smllo at tho fury of your balked In-
tent.

Will you remember then, little girl?
Will you think of me, and how we
went through the storm together, this
summer day, and kltwod each other
and smiled when It was all over7

I wonder.

Electricity

By ELBERT HUBBARD.

IN the year 1876, when I attended
scientific lectures at Harvard,

a certain professor of physics once
explained to us the nature of light.

I had a notebook and indus-
triously wrote down the principal
points of the address, hoping there-
by to memorize what the professor
said, in order, if possible, that some
day I might be ust as wise as he.

Said the learned professor:
"There is no light. without combus-
tion. There is no combustion with-
out oxygen. The sun, therefore, is
a molten mass of fire surrounded
by oxygen. "When the oxygen is
consumed the light will go out and
that will be 'Judgment Da.y. Ev-
ery form of life will then disap-
pear from the faco of the world,
and the earth will be like tie moon,
an extinct planet." The oxygen
has not been all consumed, up to
this writing.

It was not very lon after I
heard that lecture on light that a
man at Menlo Park, New Jersey,
succeeded in sonding a current of
electricity through a vacuum. In
this vacuum was a small filament,
and the current, when turned on,
produced a soft, mellow light that
illuminated the room. Ediaon had
succeeded in producing light with-
out oxygon.

Of course, if Edisou had enjoyed
the sarao educational advantages
that I bad had he would uot have
tried his fool experiment, because
be would have known boforchand
that there can be no light without
oxygon.

Thirty years or more have passed
since the incandescent light was
first exhibited as a curiosity and
we do not know an3'thing more,
practically, about, what electricity
is than w'o did then.

"What is electricity?" opce
asked a professor of his class.

"Well, Mr. Brown, you can tell us
what electricity is.''

Mr. Brown hesitated and then
explained: "I knew once, but .just
at this moment I have forgotten."

"What a pity that the ouly man
In the world who ever knew what
electricity is should have forgo-
tten." mused the professor.

Electricity is not a fluid. A fluid
is one of tho throe forms of mat-
ter, tho othor two being a gas and
a solid. All matter cau be sub-iecte- d

to thoso forms at will, under
the right conditions.

Wo sometimes talk about electric
power. We see tho trolley car fly-

ing along through tho country and
we say it is run by electricity. But
this is the language of colloquial-
ism, not of Bcienco. Tho electricity
is only a means of transporting
power.

Whenever you see a trolle.v car
moving along so smoothly over the
rails, just remember that some-
where there is a steam engine
burning up coal or a water power
that is falling without ceasing. If
that water power should be divert-
ed or the steam engine run down,
the trolley would come to a stand-
still.

Wo say that electricity is every-
where in the atmosDhore, but this
is an assumption that passes for
knowledge, since no ono can refute
you.

Electricity has never been placed
under the microscope. It has not
boen weighed in the scales, Chem-
ical tests fail to find it.

A wire that is charged with elec-
tricity looks, feels, smells, exactly
like a wire that is not charged.

Franklin caueht it on a key, but
did not succeed in his endeavor to

j

bottle it. All he caught was a cold.
We say that electricity travels. j

But this, too, iB only a figure of
speech and a variation of the good
old bromide that "All we. see In
its manifestation."

Yet we manipulate this particu-
lar medium of enorgy which we
call electricity. Wo know some of
the things we can do with it, nnd
we know a few of tho things we
cannot do with it.

Egypt, Assyria, Greeco, Home
great civilization all went down ,

to dusty death knowing nothing of j

cloctricity.
Tho whole science of electricity

has been born, practically, within j

our timo, and no man can say what
the final achievement of the eleo- - :

trician will bo.
Electricity is a phenomenon, just (

as the spirit that animates man la
a phenomenon.

Electricity is a form of attraction
and repulsion; of .give and take; of !i

absorption and dissipation. ;

Electricity seems to fill the eon- - i

nccting zone between spirit and j
matter.

LifMe Bottle's Pa

By WILLIAM F. EIRE.

I HAVE Jest rota a song, Bed Pa,
that I think you wud like to hear.

I wud like to hear It all rite If you
will let Bobble sing it, sed Ma. T am
afrade that you wuddent be abel to
do so fine a song Justice.

Well, sed Pa. then Bobble can sing
it. I knew that ho wanted to sing It
hlsself, but what Ma sed about It bee-in- g

a flno song mado him feel kind of
good after all. So Pa handed me the
song, & I sang It the best I cud for
the kind of song It was. This was the
nalm of the song:

The drawing room was crowded In a
city far away, .

It was a polltlshun's hoam, so brill- -
yunt and so gay.

His wife was cooking dinner wen a
guest calm through the door

& sed Do you think William Taft will
get Jest one turm rnoar?

She hit him with a turnip on his bald
and shiny pate

& sumthlng like the following was tha
word that she did state. ;

Chorus:
Nix. Nx, Nix on Polytlcks.
I'm tired of Teddy Roosevelt his

Httel Bull Moose tricks, '.

I wuddent care If Taft grow Daft &
Wilson crossed the Styx.

Nix, Nix. Nix on Polytlcks t

Well, sed Pa. what do you think of
that for a Eong?

It dldent seem to Impress me favor-
able, sed Ma-- It Is not true, not true
to life & not truo to wlmmcn, sed Ma-Di- d

vou ewer see me, for Instens,
throwing a turnip at a man's bald
hed? In the first place I never cooked
a turnip & wuddent have one in my
hand, & In the second place I cud-de-

throw strate enuff to hit any-
body In the hed unless I aimed at his
feet.

Pa got kind of mad then. Wlf.
deer, sed Pa. Is tharc anything that 1

tvvcr did that you liked? I was al-

most sure that this one time you wud
like this song. L spent a lot of time j
on It. I thought tho chorus was kind t

Tou poor old boy, sed ma. I dldent
think that you was going to" cry ?o ;

hard, or anything like that If It will
make you feci any better to tell you t

that I think the song is good, I will
sav that the song Is good. I only
thought that you wanted my real j

oplnyun, Ma sad. t

You know as well as T do that poly- -
ticks Is everything right now & that
it Is always a important part of t

American life. Why doant you rite
a song about the moonllte on the
lake, or sumthlng of that kind. Ev-
erybody knows that thare la moon-
llte on the lake when thare la a
lake & s. nlto that the moon Is out

I guess you better lay off on song- -
writing, sed Ma & try sumthlng elae.
I was Teedlng the other day about a ;i

man that got ton thousand dollars for
curing a horse that beelonged to a
rich man. Why doant you try beo- - ;

Ing a veterinary surgeon Instead of, a
poet.

Booing a what? aed Pa--
Oh anything sed Ma. Try oeelng a.

shipping clerk. But doant be a song i

rltcr.
So then Pa toar tip hla song as eesy

as ho used to tear up Broadway.


